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encourage
British na- |
census taker, six years bofore
accession of Queen Victoria, set
- down domestic service as tho only
wage-earning oocupation for women,
Now there are in the United Kingdom

~ The sland oa whioh Dreyfus is im.

not, as some hive supposed, beesuso
of ita lubospitablo and insalubricus

tractive and delightful “summer islo
of Eden,” bat simply because it was
once the priron of & conviet so hide

_onaly depraved an to bave been known

~ 1o his jailers by tho sole name of the
Devil, It will lave a new pame
if it shall be proved, as now seems not
unlikely, that Dreyfus was convioted

. of n erime which neither Lo nor any
one else committed,

~ thatis & decided novelty in railrond

logistation. The bill, in brief, pro- | packages

“vided for the establishment, not of an
- ordinary commission, such as exists
in most of the Btates, but of a regulur
court vestol with exclusive original
jurisdicticn over causes of contro-
~ versy betweon the railroads and the
~ publie. To it would be extended (ho
~ authority belonging to eourts of com-

~mon law and oquity, nuder which it
could obtain evidenos and compel
~ obedience to ita decisions, The first
Judges would be appointed and {Leir
successors elected; hence, the pablio
would have a personal interest in the

the seleotion of incompetent or irre-
sponsible Judjes.

8y silk producers are advoeat:
Iug the direct shipment to the United
States of the raw silk raized in Syria,
which now reaches ns by way of
France. Tt is held that fonr-fiths of
the 900,000 pounds of silk annually
produced in Syria, which is now
shipped to France to be refinished
and re-exported to the United States,
could, with. the cstablishment of di.
rect communieation betwesn Amerioa
and Byris, be sent here direct, to the
beuefit both of the grower and of ths
‘manufacturer, That there in force in
this view none ean deny, says the Dry
Goods Economist, and since one large
house in New York is said to have
placed in Beiral an order for samples
of Syrian raw silk, the elimination of
the French middleman in this partion-

lar case seems noi distant,
e ——

After two years of investigation a
gommiasion cn water supply in Pitts-
burg has recommended a system of
sand fltration, ostimated to ocost
$1,700,000. The commission eays
Ahat the investigation narrowed it-
sell down to a recommendation either
of the sand system or n mechanical
system. An examination of the rels-
tive efficiency of the two methods in
the light of experience showed that,
80 far as the removal of baoteria from
the water is concerned, the sand flter
leaven but little to be desired. Tn ad-
dition to bacterial ecfficiency is the
question of the adaptibility of {he
efffuent for steaming purposes, The
eMuent which yields n minimum seale
formation and shows no eorrosive
action upon the points in the boiler
generally first exposed to the altack,
is, all other things being equal, to be
preferred. Hore again the sand filter
appears to bave given the best salis-
faction,

Mr. Theodore O. Search, of Phila
delphis, the President of the National
Ansociation of Manufacturers, advaneed
some impressive figures in the course
of the formal address which he de-
livered before the annual convention
of that body in Philadelphin several
days ago. - Going back seveniy-five
years in the commercial and industrial
progress of the United States he showed
{bat theg exports of manufactures in
1821 'G‘UGIM only $5,628,077, or
12.88 per cent. of the total exporis
which in that year aggregated $43,.
671,894, Then coming down to the
present time he showed that the ex-
ports of the manufactures in 1598 ag-
gregated 888,871,490, or 28.87 per
cent, of the total exports which in
that yoar nggregated $1,210,202,007.
From this disclosare one can essily
forin some idea of :
progress which this country bas made
in commercinl and indastrisl direo

tions during ho pash seventy-five |
years, .

Wind In the treel .
Ia there aught {n sarth or hsaven
i Thaf bindsth thes and me?

I through the long hours
Feebly creop und erawl

O'%r the n, smooth shoulders
0! the huge mountaln wall,

{lat thou In & momant
th roaring skirts cutspread
Leapest from the valley
To the black mountain kead.

Thers Is neod of me; Idoubt not °J
There Is neea of thee, )

I would smite thee were I bidden
Without [:u,, without wrath,
As I smite tho gauzy May fly
On the rain-swept path!

1 e‘n’ ni:t’, nor qu-u::'.'
my eager
But !tglnl that thou art neacer
To the Father's heart!

o :"}:: ':4'} o~

VLEY'S

A

HOME-COMING.

‘ A Frontier Stage-Ride and How It Ended.

whistled throngh the
empty cattle pens
aud rooked the palace
stock cars to and fro
upon the siding. The
air reverberated with
artillery-like reports as the dense ies
snapped and oracked with its own
weight and the intenss eold, while the
tiokety old hack that conveyed pas-
sengers 1n winter from the enstern
bank of the “Big Muddy" to the
sleepy little town of Riverside (the
sonuty seat of Gumbo County and
emporinm of the vast stock range that

etohed away to the westward) rat-
mb along with its scanty bur-

" In Alie principsl store Mr. Moggs,

merohant and postmasier, was busily
engaged in worting out and tying up
of mail for the lonely
ranches that did duty ss postoflices
along the slar route that extended
some two hundred miles farther into
the interior.

Across the street Maverick Bill,
atage-driver, was fortifying hia stom-
ach preparatory to a sixty-mile ride
over the aloresaid star ronte. At one
of the green-baize tables at the far-
ther end of the room a little coterie of
ranchmen, cowboys and gawmblers had
gathered,  Bill eyed the group long-
ingly as he remarked to the host
who was also the Sheriff of Gumbo
County and Deputy United States
Marshal: ““Twenty-two below, an’
the north wind a howlin’ like a pack
coyotes, I tell yer, it's a picnio,
packin’ mail on a day like this, Mix
mo up & bottle of your best ol" rye an’
Jamaica ginger,”

*Yes,” replied the Sheriff consoling-
Iy, “it's sure pretty rooky weather;
nobody but foors and mail-carriers will
be outside to-duy.”

The stage-driver growled something
incoherently a little Iater the host
observed, from his post at the win-
dow, *'You'd hetter get a wiggle on

ourself, Bill, Old Meggs has just
ove the mail-sack out on the side-
walk and Mike is waiting for the
team."

Bill thrust the bottle into his over-
coat pocket, and hurried with some-
what nnsteady steps across the street,
He had just finished tying tho mail-

onch to the buckboard when the
driver from the depot halted his
panting team beside the vohicle,

““Train just got in, Bill," said he,
**Cuts are full—Rotary busted—got a

M and some express for you,
ill you wait for this mail?"

**Not as anybody knows on,” re-
tnrned Bill, “‘three or four days won't
out no figger with them fellers up the
er "

The hack driver opened the door of
the carringe, and a tall, stylishly
dressed young lady emerged from iis
dingy interior.

4! moruing, Mr, Harris," said
she in a low, musical voice; *T was
£o afraid that we wounld not get lere
on fime! I want to go out to the
ranch with you to-day,”

Bill stared at the new arrival for a
moment in open-mouthed astonish-
ment and then exclaimed: ““Why,
Minnie Crawley! is that yon? Yon
sure don't think of trying to ride
sixty miles on a day like this! You’ll
be plumb froze to death.”

“Oh! I must go, Mr. Harris; I
haven't been bome for nearly two
years, and Mamma will be sp disap-
pointed.”

“‘She’ll be a whole lot more disap-
pointed if T bring you in froze stiffer
'‘an & dogie. But if you must go,
come inside and get some more duds,
That rig may do in Boston, but it
ain't no account out here on the
prawries.”

When they emerged from the store
a little later, Miss Orawley was olad
in & buge coonskin coat that reached
nearly to the ground. .A far cap was
upon her head and a pair of thick
German socks over her dainty little
boots, Maveriok Bill helped her into
the buggy, tusked the robes carefully
sbout her, then presenting her with a
thick, dark-blue, woolen blanket,
plainly inseribed with the well-known
character U, 8, I, D., he politely re-
marked:

“Pall that wskapomany blanket
over your head an' keep rour month
shut until we get to the road-ranch,
I hope the o ' Iady'll have a good hot
dinner ready when we get there, fer
we'll sure need it."

:“lll'g? l:nkilng lt;h‘ lines from Mike's

i ands, he spravg into the seat
beside his fair companion, and with a
sharp cut of the whip sent the horses
galloping down the sireet. The town,
with its huddle of squat, unpainted
hogses and ita singla deserted street,
waa quiokly lost to view, Instead ap-

P“ﬁ-'.qn" winding valley, bounded
on ‘hand by blesk, desolate

buekboard, Long .icioles attached
themselves to the ' nostrils and
_mmmmﬁq {rost

Mionie obayed instructions to the
lettar by keeping her face ecovered
and her mouth firmly elosed, slthongh
ot times when the vehicle swayed and
joited about, crossing deep, narrow
ereeks with the horses at their top-
most speed, she felt an almost irre-
sistible desira to scream, Fifteen
miles out they stopped at an Indian’s
oabin to change horses, and two hours
later Maverick Bill pulled up his tived
tenm before the door of & long, low,
dirty-roofed, log tavern whore their
midday meal was awaiting them,

Their hostess, Mrs. March, a short,
stout, elderly lady, whose reckless
disregard for h's betrayed her British
birth, met them at the door with a
cordial greeting and urged them to
sit up by the huge, red-hot heater
and thaw thomselves, while she
poured out the fragrant coffee and
ndded a few more dishes to the already
ample spread.

They resumed their journey none
too soon, for the days are but scanty
length ut that season of the year, and
the sun was already sinkiug towards
the western horizon. Off to the right
o lean, hungry-looking coyote eyed
them cariously for a moment from the
top of & small, conical-shaped butte,
then dropping npon his haunches he
elevated his nose and gave yent to a
weird, blood-cardling howl, like the
wail of a banshee foretelling death,
This prelude was immediately an-
swered from a neighboring draw, and
then half-a-dozen of them joined at
once in a hideous symphony that was
swelled stiil londer by the hoarse, deep
bass of a gray wolf concealed among the
sombrous shadows of the eottonwoods,
Minnie shivered as she listened to
this grewsome orchestra, and Mav-
erick Bill drew the flask from his
pocket, saying as he did so: “Take a
drop of this, Minnie, A sip of some-
thing hot is just what you nead now.”

Minnie dropped the blanket from
her face, and her oyes flashed firo as
she roplied: "I don't drink whiskey,
Mr, Harris, and yon ought to be
ashamed of youraelf for making such
# suggestion,”

Bill gave vent to & long, lew whis-
tle. “I plumb forgot that you'd been
back East for the last two year. I
don't "spect you'll mix with common
cow-punchers any more."

“Certainly not unless they behave
themselves like gentlemen,” retorted
Minuie,

““Well, that depends; if yon flgger
that we're agoin’ to act like them
Eastern dudes, your're away off; but
I tell you what, Minnie, we're just as
good as they are, only they're sly an’
deceitful abont their onerryness, an’
we've got the rough all on the outside,
When T was a little kid, way back in
Tennessee, my ol’ mammy used to
take me on her knee an' read to me
out of the Good Book,” an’ I remem-
ber one verse 'specially that said:
‘God loves sinners, but hates hyper-
erites,’ or words {o that effect. Well,
He sure ain't got no eall to put us fel-
lers in the fire for bein’ hyperorites,"

“Perhaps not; but, Mr, Harris,
don't you do a great mauny thinzs that
your poor old mother would't approve
of if she were alive—and it is possible
that she knows about them just the
same? When I first knew you, years
ago, you never drank, or smoked, nor
gambled, and papa said that you were
the best cow-hand that he ever had
about the ranch. What has made
such & change in you since then?"

“Well, Minnie, it's hard to tell.
You know I've been in the cow coun-
try a loug time. I commenced wrang-
ling horses fer the Cross Anchor ont-
fit when I was only twelve years old—
& poor little Maverick kid without
kith or kin in all this wide world as
he knowed on. But the ol' lady’s
teachin’s had taken a mighty strong
holt on me, an' I allus aimed to act
right an’ save my money—ad' I did
fer quite aspell. In '86 I had a nice
little bunch of cattle of my own; then
the hard winter come and wiped 'em
all ont.  Arter that I put my money
in the bank, but the bank went broke,
an’ put me afoot again. Next thing,
my horse fell on me an’' drng me all
over the flat with one foot in the stir-
rup, an' it took a beap of money fer
doctor's bills, Beemed like the Lord
dun give me up an’ turned me to the
wild bunch. Bat what worriet me the
worst of anything was this: There was
a little gal on one of the ranches that
was just as sweet an' protty asan an-
gel. 1 used to holt her on my knee
an’ tell her stories by the hour; an' T
nsed to braid horsebair quirts an'
bridles for her ponie. Ske was the
only eritter on earth that I ever loved
since my poor ol' mother died, an'
when she was a little thing T think she
used to kinder like me, too, DBat
when she got oldor her dad sent her
away to school, an' I knowed that set-
tled it, She wouldn't have no more
use fer an' old broken-down cow-|
puucher when ehe eame back, an'
wheun [ thought about it, ‘it made my
heart bad,’ as the Injine say. I did-
n'tnever go to be tough, but just non-
chally drifted that way, like a steerin

was gazing far away over the moon-lit
hills,

"How thick the coyotes are to-
night," said she, presently. **Wasn't
that the howling of a gray wolf, Mr,
Harris?"

*Yes," replied Bill, gloomily,

""Have the wolves killed many eat-
tle this winter?"

““Yes, a whole lot; they pulled down
a three-year-old Flying V steer, up at
the forks, day a-fore yesterday.”

“Is it possible? ‘They must go in
large packs to do so much mischief,"

““That's what they do, from fifteen
lotwcngin a bunoh——" **Whoa!"
One of the horses had stepped into a
prairie-dog hole, and was sprawling
upon the ground with his mate stand-
ing over him,

Bill sprang from the vehicle, dex-
teronsly disentangled the team, and
soon bad them in proper position
again.

**That nigh hoss has got a bad ent
on hisright shoulder,” said Le, as le
resumod his seat.  “But I got ‘em
sharp shod a few days ago, and I
reckon they'll make the ranch all
right,”

For some time they dashed along
in silence, then Bill glanced retro-
spectively over his shoulder and gave
a sharp exclamation: “I'll be blessed
if there ain’t a bunch of wolves a-fol-
lerin’ us. They've got a taste of fresh
blood from the hoss's shonlder, an’
now the onery brutes are after the
hoss and us, too, I reckon, Here,
Minnie, fake the lines, an' throw the
whip into the hosses, while I pump
lead into them wolves,”

A moment later the sharp erack,
crack, crack of a pistol rang out on
the frosty air, as Bill emptied his six-
shooter into the hungry pack, Three
of the wolves went rolling over in the
snow, but the othars, after a moment’s
henitation, dashed forward, howling
ferociously as they came. Bill fumbled
in his belt for more cartridges and
then turned pale in spiteof his bronze.

“I've only got three eartridges left,"”
said he: “T must have been plumb
locoed to have left town withont filling
my belt,"

He glanced furtively at the yonng
girl at his side ns he spoke,  With
pallid cheeks and set teeth she was
skillfully guniding the team over the
rough and dangerons trail, plying the
whip with a dexterity that betrayed
long practice as well as great mental
excilement, Dot the horses were fast
becoming exhausted, espeecially the
one whose wounded shoulder had first
attracted the attention of their blood-
thirsty purdners, and the wolves wera
rapidly shortening the distansa that
intervened between them and their
iutended victims, There were still
sixtean of the big, gaunt brates, their
eyes glowing like coals of fire, and
their teeth gleaming ominously in the
moonlight, Bill glared at them for a
space in impotent rage, then laying
his revolver on the seat began to pull
off his overcoat.

‘“I've got to do it," said he: “if
them wolves ever get near snoungh to
hamstring the hosses, we're done fer,
but if I make a rush and give 'em
three shots right quick, they may
break an' ran ., if they don't
- « .+ Youcan get to the ranch all
right slone; it ain't far from here.”

“Stop, listen,”

Bill paused and ‘urned his head.
As he did s0 & loud *‘Hallo!” and the
sound of horses® hoofs crunching on
the snow came to his ear,

“Thank God, we're saved! that's
your dad an’ the boys a-comin’,” cried
Bill,

Almost a2 he spoke four horsemen
ewept past, and a volley from Win-
chester and six-shooters sent the
wolves seurrying away in all diree-
tions. The horsemen turoed their
animals’ heads, and with the stoical
taciturnity of frontiersmen rode sail-
ently aloag behind the stage,

““Have yon got my kid aboard to-
night, Bill?" finally inqoired Jack
Crawley.

“That's what I have,” responded
the driver,

Not another word was spoken until
the bueckboard pansed belore the
Crawley residence, when & soft, white
hand pressed Bill's big brown paw,
and Minnie's voice murmured in his
ear: ‘‘T'ry and be a man for my sake,
Will.,” Then shesprang to the ground,
caught the pale, tired-looking woman
that had just appeared at the door in
in har arms and covered bur face with
kisses,

Bill sat like one dazed, staring at
the open floor, nntil the ranchman
remarked: *‘Well, it looks like you'd
fall out of that wagin and come in-
gide,"

Some twelve months later s small
party of Riverside “‘flaneurs" were
gathered at their usual rendezvous,
when the Sherifl entered with a pris-
oner, a short, heavy set Freunch-Can-
adian, who had been acensed of sell-
ing intoxicating beverages to the
noble Bioux, The Sheriff seated him-
self in one of the well-worn chairs,
crossed bis faet comfortably on the
billiard table, and began: **Well, I've
seen pretty near all the old-timers on
Alkali Creek this trip, and they all
seemed to be doing well; but I muast
gny that Maverick Bill surprised me.
You all know what a Insher Le used
to be when he was whacking broueks
on the stage line—we all thunght he
wns dead hard. But he's done quit
drinking and gambling and put him
up & dandy little ranch in the next
bend above Juok Crawley's—where
the big beaver-dam jused to be, you
know—and he's got as nice a buanch
of cattle as yon ever sed eyes on, Of
course the bank's got s plaster on "em
yet, bub if be has luck for two or three
years more he'll be out of debt and
tiying high.

“By the way, were any of yon fel-
lers up at the weddipg? Bill's and

a blizza ™ T once thought she

litle Mionie Crawley's,

{this season,

Alkali Oreek and a big gang of us
Riverside gobblers were there. Old
Jack Crawley alus was stock on Bill,
anud he just kept moseying around, a-
stirring up the drags, and we kept the
girls a-milling till plum sun-ap the
next morning."—Field and Stream.

HORSE MEAT CANNING FACTORY

One at Linten, Oregon, That Makes No
Secret of Tts Basiness,

A factory for eanning horse meat is
located at Lintoa, Oregon, and it is
the only one in the United States that
does not hesitate publicly to annonnes
ita business, relates the New York Sun,
The factory was started four years
ago, first as a fertilizing plant, This
business was not a success. The at-
tention of one of the company was at-
tracted by the excellent appearance of
the flesh of a horse that had just been
killed, and the idea occurred to him
to tarn their fertilizer -plant into n
factory for canning horse meat for the
markets of Enrope. The building is
o large wooden structars built and
appointed like any other slanghter
house, The horses are knocked in the
head, skinned aund all the available
flesh dressed, cooked and pressed the
same as beef. It is then put into cans,
barrelled up and labelled ‘‘horse
ment." Among the European cities
where canned horse meat is sold are
Puris, Brussels, Berlin, Vienna, Am-
sterdam and Copenhagen. A good
deal of lorse meat is consumed in
London, itis said, but itis not sold
ns such,

The factory at Linton gels many of
the horses needed for nothing. Thou-
sands can be had in eastern Oregon
for taking them away. The ranchmen
are glad to get rid of their surplus
supply of horses, as they consumed
the hay that wounld be moze profitably
fed to cattle and shesp. The state-
went is made that 200,000 horses will
perish of starvation in eastern Oregon
Last year the canning
factory at Linton slaughtered 35000
horges; the year before 10,000, At
preseut they are not slanghtering any
on sccount of the poor condition of
the animals,

The basiness has not been a finan-
cinl succeas, according to the state-
meont of vmber of the firm, but it
ia expeciou to onblive the prejudice
against horse ment in this country. A
member of the firm quotes Professor
Wheeler, of Philadelphia, to this
effect that thers is no objection to

I mean, |=inge,

hiorse meat a8 a food except that which
| is founded on prejudice, and that it is
{as good, healthy and nutritions as
beel or mutton,

“Many of the people at Linton,’
said he, “have learned to like borse
meat and eatit with as great a relish us
tbey do beel or mutton or pork,”

The hides of the slaughtered horses
are tanned and nsed for shoe leather,
The bones are used for fertilizing pur-
poses,

A Deaf Mute Traveling Salasman,

A. G, Keut, of Grand Rapids, Mich.,
is a traveling salesman for a Wiscon-
sin chair factory, and as such there is
not another in the country like him.

He is yonug, bandsome, bright. His
peculiarity lies in the fuct that he is n
deaf mute. On his card is the in-
setiption: ““The company that needs
no talking,” and he leta the photo-
graphs which he carries do the talk-
ing for him.

Kent is twenty-eight years old and
that the world is silent to him is due
to an infantile disease that destroyed
the hearing. He was edncated at the
State school for the deaf and when he
eame out te find a place for himself in
the world he at first worked for his
father in making and selling furniture,
Then he seoured a position as travel-
ing salesman for the Wisoousin eon-
cern and has been highly successful
in the business.

When he enters the store of a ens-
tomer he lays down his eard and as he
has already become well known to the
trade it is no longer necessary for him
to explain his application. He pro-
duces his photographs with the cost
marked on each, and the dickering
which ensues is done on a serateh |
bank or by signs, Tustead of being a |
handicap, Kent's infliction 18 a help to |
him in his business. —Chieago Record,

Some Hoosler Saperstitions,

If you sweep dirt out of the honse,
youn sweep out your luck, Burn the
dirt.

If a hen erows, bad luck is coming.
Sell the hen to a peddler.

If you tarn a chair aronnd on one
leg, or if you turn s loaf uapside down, |
there will be a quarrel in the house,

If yon give away a cat or one goes
away, don't let it come back or a cow
or horse will die.

Don't tarn back when onee started
on a journey or bad luck will follow
you.

If the cat washes her face it will
soon rain,

Don't put your left stoeking or shoe
on first when dressing in the morning
or you will |mt your foot in it some
way duaring the day.

If you don’t put a horseshoe—one
that has been worn by a two-year-old
filly—in the churn, the witches will
tuke the butter.

I a chair falls as you rise from it,
you will not marry within o year, If
the honsewife eweeps under your feel
you will not marry within seven years,
—English (Ind.) Letter to the Indian:
npolis News,

A Missing Prince.

There's a prince astray somewhere
in the world. Londou aod German
papors contain advertisements offer-
ing & reward for informstion coneern-
ing the whereabonts of Prinee Lud
wig Loewenstein Wertheim Freuden-
berg. Two months ago he attended
the Duke of Portland’s party at Wel-
heek Abbey, and has not been seen

The solutions to thess puzzles will ap
pear In » succeedicg {ssuc,

20
77.=Four Frogressive Enlgmans.

1. 123 4, was your & 6 7 named
after General 1234586 77

2. 1 2 this where the ship 3456 7
 these 1 23456772

8. This12 3 4 5 6 was brought from
the 123 456 Islands.

4 Teawan 1 2 3 4 in London when
I was on 6 trip; he came from 1234
0 6y

8.=A Hall-Square.
Ld - L -

. - -

L -
1. To whirl. 2. A little fastener,
3. A preposition, 4. A consonaantin

think,

50.=An Acrostic,
1. A head-covering. 2. Part of the
verb fo be. 3. Another part of the
verb to be. 4. An article. 5. Not
there, 6. A possessive prononn, 7,
o knoek. 8. At the present time, 0.
A kind of fish.
Primals—A famons Ameriean au.
shor,
80v=A Dinmonid,
1. A consonant in Semper. 2.

A
A

ponch, 8. One of the States, 4.
kind of antelope. 5. A vowedin pro-
fectum.

! ANSWERS TO PREVIOUS PUZZLES,

73, —Twelve Auagrammatio Cities
and Towns of the United States—
Lewiston, Winchester, Joliet, La-
porte, Clarion, Galesburg, Danville,
stenbenville, Blairstown, DBaltimore,
Fall River, Maysville.

T4.—A Drop-vowel Quotation—Det-
wor attack ten shadows than be robbed
by one thief,

75. — Five Beheadments — M-old;
1-arrow; p-rioe; r-ash; t-aunt,

Th.—Arithmetical Problem—He was
dle two days,

Anslysis.—If he had worked twenty |

days, he wonld have received £100,
but as he received anly $86, he for-
feited $14. Now, as he lost bis wages,
§5, and nn additional sam of $2 for
svery day that he was idle, his total
loss for every such day was 87, and
he was thercfore idle as many days
a4 seven is contained times in [four-

| teen, which is two.

Cicsar's Funeral Plle,

The most important discovery hith-
sto made is yet to he recorded.
When Julins Omesar was murdered in
the Senate House by the prototypes
and fellow-countrymen of Caserio,

| Angiolillo and Lucheni, his body was

sarried to the Forum. The body was
eremated there, anid then and on the

spot a column of Numidian marble |

was raised with the inseription, “‘to
the father of his conntry,' to mark the
spot to fatare generations.
umn was removed Inter on. Tts mar-
ble is probably now gracing some
ohuarch or esrdinal’s palace, while its
base gradually became buried nnder
the debris ol ages, so that its very site
was unknown. This base has now

begen found in front of the temple |
| erected to Cwsar by his kinsman and

suceessor, Angustug, The temple,
like the column, is gone, but what re-
maing of both has now been brought
to light, and will be henceforward one
of the sights of Rome., Around this
column base a tesselated tlooring was
observed, and on the removal of one

or two slabs a quantity of ashes and |

charred wood was discovered, evi-
dently the remains of the funeral pile
on which Cwmsai’'s body was burned
2000 years agy.—Chicago Record,

The Musie She Mlays.

Here is what a Philistine has to say
m an English weekly coneerning
““The Musioc She Plays.” Itis given
for what it is worth:

“'There ure worse ways of choosing \

a wife thau by the music she plays,
and the way she pleys it

“If a girl manifest a predilection for
Strauss, she is frivolous; for Beethov
en, she is impractical; for Lisat, she
is too ambitions; for Verdi, sheis sen-
timental; for Offenbach, she is giddy
for Gouunod, she is lackadaisical; for
Ciottschalk, she is sunperficial; for
Mozart, she is pradish: for Flotow,
she is commonplace; for Wagaer, she
is idiotie,

Tha girl who hammers away at
‘Maiden's Prayer,' '‘Anvil Chorus,’ and
‘Silvery Waves' may ba depended upon
as a good cook and healthful; and i
sheiacludes ‘Battle of Prague’ and the
‘White Cockade' in her repertoire yon
ought to know that she bas been re
ligionsly aud strictly nurtured.

““But, last of all, pin thy faith upon

the oilico dress of the girl who ecav |

play ‘Howe, Sweet Home." "

A Hapaburg Tradition.

An ancient tradition of the Haps-
purg family, the most ancient and
tradition-laden family in Earope, de-
orees that the bodies of all its mem-
bers, shall be divided into three
parts. It has all the sacredness of
law. In accordauce with this tradi-
tion, the body of the late Empress
lies in the erypt of the Church in the
Capuching, her heart in o silver nrn
in the Chureb of the Augustines, and
the rest of the internal organs in n
gold and crystal receptacle in the Ca-
thedral of St. Stephen. Sueh a dis-
gection, attendad with s0 much cere-
mony, appears dreadful to uws. To
the Austrian imperisl family it is only
u falfilment of au sucient aud honored
rule,

A Rhiyme of Faster Raln,
A good deal of reia on Easter Day
iill‘l":!!u erop of good grass, but little gocd
By,
Is an old proverb to which muok in
portunce is atiached by the supersit-
tions,

The col- |

in many an’ many a day.
An' somabow the spring's lost its swest noas
an' lonescma an' long falls the BHOW,
An' puthin' Is Ieft but the pletur' of the
swestheart !loved long ago.

I never was one fer compiainin’—bit some
thin' sesms lost from life's skies,

An' often in sunshine (t's ralaln’—It's ralnin:

: eround’ my ol eyes!

Fer here’s whar thelr Arns was sroun’ ma—
an' hera's whar sbs smiisd on me,

An' nll that is1eft is tho pletur® of the swest
heart 1 loved long ago,

The meddor stil] fesls the lark's shadder
na' frequont [ Lenr the birds sing,

Jest as ef nuthin' had happesed térall the
red roses of spring!

Test s thevsung at her weddin?,
kin the singeiv’ birds know

Tlhat nuthin' [s left but the pletor® of the
sweethenrt 1 loved long ago?

But how

Nuthin'?  Thar's Moliy n-comin’
bringin' a ross ter me. Well,

Life's story’s tol’ over an’ over, 'tiil nuthin®
Is new that we tell,

lier arms eroun’ my neck, nn' her blue ayes
in tenrant wy takin' ou so;—

Kiss me, dear—fer you're jest like the pletur
of the sweetheart 1 loved long ago'—

-F. lI: Stunton, in the Ladles' Home Jour.

nu
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HHUMOR OF THE DAY.

“So they ware married, That was
the last of their troubles, of sourse."
““Last, bat not least."—Detroit Jour-
nal.

“I won't take this picture, Mr.,
Artiat, It doesn't look like my wife
at all.”  ““Well, then, yon are to be
vongratulated,”

Arizonn Bill—=*"What killed your
iriend? Horse run away with him?”
Texas Pete—''No; he ran away with o
horse.”—Yonkers Statesman,
shn wrote some grand verses on worry—

To trace up the world—and thon—well—
She got in the worst Kind of furry

For fear that those varsss won't sell.

~Deotrolt Fres Press,

Annette—"‘How seedy the Bred-
wells looked to-day." Jocslyn—-*"Yes,
they wore going to make a eall on his
wife's wealtby relatives,"—Brooklyn
Life.

“Was Beatrice weeping because her
busband bhad appendicitis?”®  **No,
she wept beeanse he didn't get it un-
til it was out of style."—Chioago
Reocord,

“0h, mamms," eried Passie, as the
auake gave a start and glided away in

| the grass, ‘‘it seems to be all madaz up

of ball bearings, doesn't it?"—Brook.
Iyn Life,

Young Lady (sounifolly}—*‘Life ia
me grand, sweet song!” Old Bach-
elor (erabkedly)—'‘Yes; but some of
us have fearfully poor voives."—Rox.

| bury Gazette.

Hustle Nit—“This book says that
bloomin' Frenchman Marat wuz
stabbed while taking n bath.” Park-
bench Duly—*Is dat all he got fur
it?"—Wrinkle.
= "“Bunker scems to be completely
under his wife's thumb." *“*Yus; her
futher gives her the same personal al-
lowance she had before she got mar.
ried,"—Chicago News,

Stayleight—““Tomwmy, do you think
your sister is fond of me?" Tommy
~—“T don't know, She gave me a
quarter to set the clock half an hour
fast,"—Jewish Comment.

“I bet ten Kisaes!" he erlod,

And Marjorls answerad, “Donel™
Quoth he, *“They'rs just as good ns won."

“They're teu ties botter than ons,” she

slghed,
—Detrolt Journal.

“Why ean't yon wait a few min.
ntes?” oalled the guests to the depurt-
ing train. “‘Because time and tied
wait for no man," shouted the groom;
aud then the shower of shoes de.
scended. —Tudge.

“Whatever indueced yon to call your
danghter Birdie? Ts that her right
name?" *‘Ob, no; her real name is
Hortense, but she thinks she has @
voice, and there's a pretty bill at
tached. " —Chicago News,

alsing Frogs Aritficinlly, °
The unrestricted hunting of frogs

| has cansed s rapid diminution in their

numbers, jand consequently frog
farms, for their artificial propagation
and raising, ara coming into vogue
The largest of these are located in
Ontario, in the Trent River basin. Ti
has been in operation about twent)
years, und annually yield compars
tively large output of froga. Th
waters were stocked by means of ma
ture mated frogs, No attempt is made
to confine the frogs until the time o
shipment approaches, when they are
taken alive at night, with the aid of 4
torellight and confined in small pena
These are drained and the frogs cap
tured when they desired for market
No food is given, as this ia naturally
present in snfficient awonnt for sue
cessful growth. The species is thi
Enstern bull-frog, which renches mw
turity in three years, and reéaches .
marketable size in four years, Dur
ing the last three years this forn
yielded annually 56000 ponnds of
dressod frog legs and 7000 living
iroga for scientitie purposes and fw
slocking other waters.

Agulunldo’s Whistles Galore,

Private Andrew Spencer, of the
Twentieth Kansas, says in o letter
from Manila that every other native
he meets wants to sell him & brass
whistle parporting to be the cele
brated gold whistle with which Aguin
aldo provided bimselfl when he as.
samed the dietatorship. “T have had
apportunities to Loy at least three
hondred of these whistles," writes
Spencer, “‘and the natives appear te
be greatly offended when 1 questior
the gennineness of the sonvenirs
Each one tells & differaut story abont
how he eame into posession of this
trophy, sad the prices asked range all
the woy from ten couts to 830."—New
York Tribune,

Hlins,

Tho Indian never enjoys hurying
i@ hatoliet s0 much as when he has
{ae skull of an adversary to buryitin,
- Boston Courier



